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fought duels with several of them, and his face and
body showed marks of sabre cuts; indeed, fighting
and drinking were his delights. I never saw a man so
violent; when he had finished his bottle of champagne
and a few glasses of brandy he became quite out-
rageous. He usually breakfasted, when off duty, at
Tortoni's upon beefsteaks and broiled kidneys; and
any one to whom he bore a grudge who entered
the room at that moment was sure to be roughly
handled.

It happened that Monsieur * * *, a distinguished
painter, had returned to Paris from England, where
he had played a shameful and disgusting part. The
painter had been employed by the celebrated Mr.
Hope of Duchess Street to paint the portrait of his
wife, Mrs. Hope, afterwards Lady Beresford. When
the painting was finished, Mr. Hope objected to pay
for it, stating that it was a daub. The enraged
painter, determined to be revenged, took the portrait
home with him, and in a few days returned it with
the addition of a beast representing Mr. Hope, in the
presence of his beautiful wife. A trial was the con-
sequence, and the painter was cast in damages. After
this untoward event, London proved too hot for the
Frenchman, and he returned to Paris, where his im-
prudence in speaking in no measured terms of the
English got him into a scrape which cost him his life.

The painter (unluckily for him) arrived at Tortoni's
to breakfast at the moment when Warren was in
one of his dangerous fits, and attempted to appease
Warren by going up to him and begging him to be
more tranquil. This sort of impertinence Warren
could not brook, and exclaiming, "You are the
blackguard who laughs at the English," he seizedQueen Marie-Antoinette. She conveyed to the poor
